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Daastan 


Preface 


I consider this work to be an autobiography of sorts. The chapters here are the 
little notes I wrote to myself as I tried to make sense of the days that went by. 
You will find mistakes here and there. Some sentences might not make any 
sense at all. Rest assured, this is only the beginning. The goal was never to be 
perfect, but to find the courage to yell at the top of my lungs to whoever in this 


world will listen. This book is my ‘barbaric yawp’. 


I have always lived in the secret hope that I would be one of those who die 
young. 

All the plans I make for my future, I purposely leave them vague, 
incomplete in hope that I would never have to see their end. Every year-end, 
every birthday, every new month, I take this wonderful reverie out of the 
corners of my wardrobe where it quietly sits, leaves a lingering afterthought in 
all the clothes that I wear, and dust it out and turn it over and over in my 
hands, my mind for hours on end until its image is once again burned into my 
mind. Will this finally be the month, or the year, where one of the days will 
never end for me and I will, at last, be free of this limited vessel of a body, this 
untamed animal of a mind? Will the world finally decide to part with me, 
insignificant as I am? Everything I have ever done has always been tinted, very 
softly, with this secret fantasy: I will die soon, and young, and will never see 
more of this world than I already have and will never have to live through all 


that ails those around me. 


Simple places and otherwise insignificant actions sometimes surprise me with 
their warmth. 

A drowsy library, a seat at the back of a slow classroom, the fan in my 
room lazily droning on. It always makes me emotional. Soon, these moments 
will be lost to me, and I will neither remember them nor be able to relive them. 
Their only value is in the now. Even if they occur again, I will have become 
someone else. The me of now will no longer exist past this one moment. 
Nonetheless, this warmth always takes me by pleasant surprise. 

In a busy cafeteria, I glance around myself and suddenly the cup of tea in 
my hand becomes more than just another cup; the people become more than 
passers-by; and the same tables where many words are said every day suddenly 
transcend the mediocre into something beautiful and special. 

The present moment connects each of us with an invisible thread. Our 
pasts are long gone, and our futures diverge in a million different directions. 
This moment, right now, you and I are here, together. When will see each 
other again? Perhaps never? And so, in these moments, I feel bittersweet 


gratitude. Whatever is, whatever I have at this moment, is the best that can be. 


I have come to have the strangest relationship with libraries. I fear them the 
same way I fear crowded cafes and corridors right after classes end. But as 
pretentious as it may sound, and even though I’m not really a reader myself, 
being in a library brings a strange kind of solace. There is a strange comfort 
and warmth in being near people and watching them be. But it is also the most 
agitating, most distressing thing. 

They are, all of them, people who I am not. Friendships that I can never 
seem to foster; talk I just can’t seem to have; people I just can’t bring myself to 
be a part of. There’s the strangest sense of belonging amongst those who sit in 
libraries. It’s the most beautiful and depressing thing, that everyone seems to 
have a place in the world while I am here, right where I have always been, but 


somehow galaxies away from it all. 


This moment, right now, in this library, is one of the moments I spoke of 
earlier. A peaceful moment that will not be accessible to me after some 
months. Perhaps it will not be accessible after a few days, or perhaps this is the 
last I will ever sit here, basking in this intoxicating silence. Nothing worries 
me. The occasional turning of a page, a distant sigh, the sound of a chair being 
pulled, the soft murmur of conversation, and the hum of the AC make me feel 
drowsy, at peace, at home. 

The librarians are engaged in serious conversation not far from me. 
Perhaps each of us is engrossed in an endeavour that is of utmost importance 
to them. Perhaps a lover is confessing, while another is letting theirs go; maybe 
another is filling in a job application with a heavy heart; perhaps someone else 
is awakening old, painful memories and feeling their hurt anew. 

I feel very alone, but it doesn’t bother me much today. So many people, so 
many stories coexist in this wonderful place, yet here I sit, with no narrative. 

“What, if I had one, would my story have been worth compared to the 
stories of these lovers and adventurers?” The thought comes to me, and | 
watch it cloud up in front of my eyes - dark, heavy. There is no envy in the 
thought. Only a sadness. People live poetry for life. Sometimes it is tragic, 
sometimes heart-warming. I am only a hired painter in this narrative, or a 


photographer, or a struggling poet. These wondrous scenes full of happiness 


and lucky coincidences mean nothing personal to me because they have no 
way of materialising in my own life. I will forever be impartial to them. I was 
never an artist and yet I was given their curse: of suffering the pain of 
watching others live the life that I desperately want but can only live through 


dreams. 


Most days I was astonished by my will to keep going. There were wounds 
inside of me that ached when I remembered moments from the past, or when 
my routine faltered and I sat, with nothing to do but let the weight of my 
thoughts consume me. Those times were the most unbearable, most confusing. 
I fooled myself into thinking that maybe if I could find a reason as to why all 
this happened, I could free myself. In spite of it all - in bitter, resentful, and 
hurt spite of it all - I go on walking, marching on like a soldier out of some 
nauseating sense of duty. 

Despite this hollowness inside me that begs me to succumb to it, I make 
plans for the future and worry constantly about it, afraid of ending up a self- 
pitying loser, or of not being prepared enough and being hurt as a 
consequence. But to what end? I don't hope for anything and expect nothing 
from this day or the days to come after it. Nothing can ever make me happy. 


But I keep running, regardless, never happy, never content. 


I have stopped finding happiness in the little moments. 

I hate the orange morning sunlight and blossoming flowers that mock my 
colorless life. Every day is exhausting, and every moment is agony. Nothing is 
beautiful. This world has turned on me. The poetry that once reassured me 
and convinced me to live on, now jeers at me; its eyes cruel and accusing. 
Every night is my death and every morning, my resurrection. 

What is worse, that I had been born yet again, or that the world was still 
the same as I left it last night? 

I can't tell. 

I can't tell. 

I can't recover what is lost. I can’t revive what is dead. With my own two 
hands, I have buried the mind that thought in verse and metre. I’ve buried the 
heart that was unafraid, reckless, and in love with life. 

I am the graveyard itself. Once, I may have been home to flowers that 
bloom all year round, but today I am a cemetery visited by none, ever. My 
graves have no tombstones. The sun does not shine on me. It shines through 
me. The world walks past me. The wind moves not a single hair of mine. There 
is life all around me but none inside of me. 

I have no heart. 


Iam emptiness. 


Iam emptiness. 

But such a label, too, burdens me. I cannot be anything because I cannot 
‘be’. 

Tam not. 

I may once have been, but I no longer am. 

Only a single thought holds me, a single thought alone which pins my non- 
existence to this earth. 

What is the thought? 

What is the thought? 

I cannot remember. 

I am a forgotten dream, a fleeting thought, an insignificant memory. You 
are aware of the empty spaces these things leave in you, but you couldn't care 
less. 

You let the spaces be. You move on. 

Perhaps that is all I am. The absence of consideration. 


An empty space. 


The agitating longing to return gnaws at me, pulls me back, makes me look 
repeatedly over my shoulder at the moments that just went by. 

Return to what? 

Anything! Anything at all! 

Time passes too quickly. I can’t stop thinking about the seconds that have 
just gone by, golden as sun, sweet as honey. But I neither tasted them nor 
basked in them. So much surrounds me at all times, but this confining 
humanness! It does not let me live. It flips over hours and days like pages in a 
book. I barely read the first line and suddenly I am at the next page. My senses 
are limited but more limited is the energy I can expend on each passing 
second. I tire too easily. It all gets too much, too quick. 

The unlived life torments me more, so much more than the life I lived. 
Every moment that I treat unjustly holds me a sinner. The knowledge of the 
many places I will never be able to visit, and the many people I will never be 
able to meet tightens around my throat, like an invisible noose. 

Why is there not enough time? 

Why is there not enough energy? 


Why is nothing ever enough for me? 


“There is no envy in my heart’, I lie to myself again. But, as always, there is 
obscure humour to the lie. 

I am two people in one - two opposite, contradicting people who know the 
other very well, and so my lies are always caught. The truth is, there is no 
greater envy in any beating heart as is in my own, but I content myself by 
saying that mine is the righteous (albeit self-pitying) envy of the metaphorical 
destitute, homeless man in a world that only rewards privilege. Unlike the 
poor man, however, I announce with pride in my twisted morality that the 
things that I am envious of most are never monetary. 

Instead, I envy people who belong, who are loved and cared for by those 
around them, who can do something as simple as living and waking up each 
day without it bringing torment to their souls. 

I envy people who are in love with life and are at peace with themselves. Is 
such a thing possible? Are these two traits not exclusive only to gods and 
animals (by virtue of one knowing everything and the other, nothing)? 

Such people do seem to exist and prosper. They love this agonising, 
endless breathing in and out and gracefully accept and carry the burden of a 
mind that thinks and thinks and thinks, and a heart that feels, and never stops 


feeling. To them, their life is only a beautiful garden akin to Eve’s paradise that 


they know they will float effortlessly by. It comes so easily to them. They have 
never and will never feel that their life is another burden they must suffer. 

Such are people I envy: those who can talk without fear of being quieted, 
or of being abandoned, and who can walk around with assurance that they are 
liked as they are. They will perhaps never have to perform in order to be loved 
and will live a good life ahead. The future scares them, yes, as it does all 
animals, but it doesn’t cripple and absolutely terrify them into inaction, as it 
does me. 

Such is the privilege I envy; neither the cars nor the clothes nor the money. 
Only this. This ease with which they live, this pathetic little game that so 


blatantly favours them, and their absolute ignorance of their advantage. 


Losing a parent forces you to awaken from the slumber you have conveniently 
stayed in all these years. I can’t even remember the things that used to bother 
me before - such was their insignificance. I no longer remember who I was, 
what mattered to me, or where I wanted to go, what I was afraid of. It feels as 
if real life has only begun now and that all these years before were only a 
moment long, only a fraction of a second. 

I can’t understand anything. 

Nothing is clear. 

Everything is confusing, difficult, scary. Everything anyone says confuses 
me. No one can say anything because no one knows anything. 

What do we talk about? 

What are we saying? 

I don't know what is possible and what is not. 

Is there a path beyond this haziness? 

Is there any further way to go? 

Everything everyone does is aimless. Nothing is right. Everything is 
wrong. 

Where do I go, then? 

What is the right way, the correct thing to do? Why does nothing make 
sense? Will it always be this dark? 


Will I always stand in the middle of nowhere, stagnant, as the whole world 
moves dizzyingly around? The race runs steadily on. Nothing in the world has 
changed - it is only me who has shattered completely from within. 

The battle now is only with my own self. Will I ever understand what is to 
be understood, learn what is to be learned, correct what is to be corrected, and 
give my life to what I love the same way my father did? Or will I fail miserably 
and let him and myself down? 

Will I ever be strong enough, and work hard enough to make him proud of 
me? Or will I be too weak, too cowardly, too careless, too concerned with the 
insignificant here and now? 

In the few moments of aloneness and freedom that I am able to steal from 
the day, should I mourn the one who has passed, or should I spend them 
coming to terms with how irrational, bizarre, absurd this whole ordeal is, or 
should I finally face the crippling fear and anger that someone else, too, could 
be forcefully taken from me in mere seconds? 

“Where to from here?” I ask myself every second that goes by. 

There is no answer. 

There is no way ahead. A perfect stalemate. The illusion of safety that my 
privilege had kept me under has been mercilessly ripped from my eyes. The 
safe, secure world that I have lived in all these years has been burnt down, 
ruined. There is no return to how things were, and there is no time to build a 
new world. Instead, I am in purgatory, waiting for the train that will decide my 
fate. Till then, the same day repeats itself over and over again, and I grow 


sicker and sicker of it. 


10 


Nothing could be crueller than taking away a writer’s faculty to write. 
Friendless as I am, all alone in a universe that never ends, all I have are these 
words, these little flowers that adorn my tragic circumstance like stars adorn 
the omnipresent darkness of the sky. 

What can I do if I can’t write? The pain just resides inside my body, 
married to restlessness and sorrow. It only sits, miserable and alone, and if 
words cannot help these feelings understand themselves, or at the very least 


accompany them and give them solace, what is left to look forward to in this 


world? 


11 


I dream of the balcony of my childhood home again, the memory of which is 
far from me, so distant that it seems like a dream I may have had. A dream of 
another life, another universe. Of forgotten names and faces. Only the 
sentiment has remained. The feelings I felt as I went through those dream-like 
moments are etched deep into my bones, like muscle memory. I am the 
consequence of every single one of these moments from my past. 

Then why do I not remember them? 

Is this sadness a fragment that has remained from the time that has passed, 
or is it only the sadness of this present moment, where I feel so utterly hollow 
and alone because I have forgotten the very roots that hold the tree of my life 
in place? It is a sadness, nonetheless. And I break. 

The world outside, I can face. 

But the loss of the world within? 

It takes too much of me. 

Memories of this past are gone, long gone. They're the island far beyond 
the horizon. I am merely at the shore, watching this dreamlike sunlight glitter 
on the surface of the sea between me and my memories. 

It is all a dream. 


Iam only a dream. 


12 


A week ago, I had the privilege of visiting my childhood home again- a rented 
2-room flat we lived in until I was 13. Eight years have passed since and it 
fascinated me to see that the rooms looked so much smaller than they did 
when we were toddlers, running around, beating up stuffed bears with our 
cousins because we thought they were possessed (the bears, not the cousins). 
That home always makes my heart heavy, and a question always accompanies 
my memories of it: when did we grow up? 

Each of us has come so much further than where we started. We have 
undergone immense emotional and psychological growth, a growth that the 
world forgets to measure or value. From being children, hiding behind our 
mother’s skirts to being thrown headfirst into a world that neither pardons 
nor forgets. No path is set out for us and the one we are on is never enough, or 
never right. In the prime of our youth, we realise we have no idea who or 
where we are. No one is around us; we are truly alone, and no one understands 
us- maybe no one can ever understand us. We are violently shoved into an 
abyss where each step, every decision is a gamble. Burdens are put on our 
naive shoulders, and we are expected to act as if we have immense experience 
and expertise in how to carry them. 

But everything is awful in the beginning, until one day it simply isn't. 


Everything somehow works itself out, if only you are willing to allow that 


change to take place. In movies they often show change as a sudden 
occurrence, a single thought or idea that drastically changes everything about 
you. This is far from the truth. Change is so gradual that you barely even 
notice it happening to you. Only one day it silently knocks at your door, and 
you open it to find that in place of the barren landscape that you thought your 
heart was, there are now tulip fields. 

Growing up, self-doubt plagues you. You are never good enough. We are 
obsessed with our image and our personas and are terribly afraid of saying or 
doing the wrong things, consequently limiting ourselves from experiences that 
could accelerate our growth. We have no idea what we want to do and yet we 
have the biggest dreams. 

We have hope and we can laugh, we feel dejected often, but we have 
friends, or pets, a journal that listens to us, or a song that will take the pain 
away, or a book or a movie, or a parent to vent to. I always get fascinated with 
how little it takes us to be happy, how easy it is for us, who are growing up, to 
regain hope in life. We, who are constantly let down by life and circumstance, 
are only desperately looking for a silver lining to hold on to. 

Growing up, terrible things happen, yet after that storm has passed, I hope 
you can understand this: nothing had been a coincidence. Neither God had 
abandoned you, nor life. Lost and miserable as we are, we are caterpillars in a 
cocoon, painfully disintegrating, everything inside us being violently 
murdered, but only so we can become butterflies and fly rather than crawl. 

I know that growing up is terrible, yet beneath all the expectations, 
failures, rejection and heartbreak, a new you waits to be born; a you that is 
stronger and complete. 

I hope you are willing to undergo the disintegration, willing to learn to let 


everything go and realise that in letting go lies the true beauty of life. That is 


why sunsets appeal to us so; we value only that which we know will die soon. 


13 


You are still right here, tucked away like pretty, dried flowers in old books, or 
forgotten bookmarks that linger and whisper to you from the back of your 
mind sometimes. 

“You are forgetting something, something has been left unfinished,” they 
say shyly, but never tell me what. They only infuse their scented sadness, a 
sorrow like a deep breath that holds your whole body in tension, into 
everything that I do. 

Breathe out, I beg. 

But I don't obey. 

I like it like this. 

Painful and tragic. 

Staying here is comforting to me. Here, to me, you are still alive and still by 
my side, regardless of in what form. 

Your memory lives only till the pain lives. 

Let the pain live longer, then. 

It is either this pain or the pain of losing everything I had with you, gave to 
you, and every way I loved you. The former is bearable, familiar. I can bask in 
it for days. 

The only thing between me and getting what I helplessly desire? 


Fate, and an entire world. 


14 


[ have no ambition. 

I try and try and try to build bigger goals and dream bigger dreams, but a 
moment only passes, and | return to this perpetual, omnipresent state of non- 
wanting. 

I want nothing. 

I want nothing. 

I only want to dream and watch the changing colours of the morning and 


evening sky each day. 


15 


As a diseased man tires, so quickly and easily of his disease, regardless of 
whether it pains him anymore or not, so too I have become tired of this dream. 
I have no desire now but to be rid of it, and with such an intensity do I desire 
freedom from this deceitful reverie that my whole being is filled with an 
agitation that hammers violently and endlessly at the walls of illusions I have 
built myself around. 

It is a sickness. Beautiful it is, yes, but a disease nonetheless: an accidental 
rose blooming in a battlefield. 


Instead of hope that is false, let there be none at all. 


16 


It is common knowledge that the end of a night and the beginning of a day are 
one and the same. It is, however, unclear whether the same is true for human 
life. 

Is the eternal night ever to see an end and ultimately give birth to a 
beautiful sun, glorious and happy? Or does the night only occasionally vomit 
out a deceptive star with the sole motive of entertaining itself to the image of 
us humans, writhing and crawling, beholden, towards the light at the end of 
the tunnel? 

Regardless, we always only end up like fireflies; burnt by the very thing 


that we believed would save us. 


17 


The nostalgia, today, for my childhood is stronger than ever. The season is 
such that the air is dry and coarse. Winter is just around the corner but 
summer clings in the air, still, unwilling to say its farewells just yet. 

My heart is weary, my soul exhausted. Every moment I feel either longing, 
sadness or gratitude. This is my favourite season. This nameless weather. | 
don’t know what tomorrow will bring, or if I matter, or if I will ever find 
contentment, love, success or happiness. 

The now is all there is. 

Here I am, in this crumbling apartment, the wind only bringing sickening 
car fumes through my window. My dreams may never come true. But this air 
is dry and coarse. Winter is just around the corner. 

Perhaps this is just enough reason to wake up today, and tomorrow. 


Perhaps I[ will hold on, only until this season lasts. 


18 


Sometimes the answers torment me as much as the questions. Perhaps 
contentment or freedom from suffering is also a fantastical dream, an idea that 
is both born and buried in the mind and never comes into reality. Such ideas of 
freedom are in unfortunate abundance in our lives, and wouldn't, honestly, be 
half as bad if it weren't for the heart-breaking longing for the impossible that 
they always leave behind. They are much like movies in that sense. 

I have spent a good part of my life wishing I was an actress, wishing I could 
live a thousand lives, and experience the most divine and transcendental of 
human emotions. To be loved, and to love, in the most dramatic sense, the 
most unrealistic sense. It is the unreality of it, then, that is most beautiful to 
me. 

None of it will ever come to be. 

Only the longing will remain. 


Perhaps this, too, is the beauty of it. 


19 


The world stops for a second as I sit, my hand resting palm down against a pile 
of old books. My sister’s painting sits on the top - a harsh texture, but an image 
born from a beautiful mind. A laptop, a blank screen, a blinking cursor, a black 
keyboard, and a cup of tea that I’ve made differently than usual: boiling the 
milk and tea leaves and water together (as opposed to boiling the leaves in 
water, then adding milk). 

I love the idea of making my tea like this, but I hate how it tastes. Maybe I 
hate how tea tastes anyway. But it is not a matter of liking or disliking 
anymore. Tea has become an important part of my life, like my hair, body, or 
voice. An estranged companion, it lingers so significantly in the background of 
my existence that I suppose when I die, my grave will be painfully lonely 
because this essential, albeit undervalued part of my life will not be buried 
with me. Its absence in any of my days resonates through every minute that 
passes, but when it is in my hands, I wish I hadn't made it and didn’t have to 
drink it. I only love the idea of tea. 

But then again, don’t we only love the ideas of things? 

Religious tradition claims that every soul is asked whether it wants to be 
born or not, and apparently here I sit today, typing away, because my soul said 
yes. If I could converse with my soul, I'd ask it this: did you not love only the 


idea of life? 


20 


In my suffering, in my disturbed state of mind, I made myself at home. 

A venomous home. 

Comforting, 

Warm, 

And poisonous. 

Orange sunlight burns into my eyes the memory of everything that has 
ever hurt me. The very air reeks and I inhale rose-scented monoxide every 
moment I spend inside, curled up in a big cosy armchair, book and coffee in 
hand. 

I love it here. 


I hate it here. 


21 


My feelings of loneliness go as far back as my memory goes. I never had a true 
friend because I never saw anyone as such. The few that were around me were 
only enough to be acquaintances and nothing more. My life is a book that was 
and will never be sold, and eventually will be put aside in a dusty box, never of 
much interest to anyone. But the words will stay determinedly alive, 
nonetheless. The characters will still move within their designated roles in this 
endless story, over and over again, never tiring, and unaware of the outside 
world that cares very little about them. 

Growing up, I rarely ever had much patience for books and so | befriended 
authors and poets through their quotes. I discovered websites where you can 
download wallpapers with quotes on them by whomever you want. I built an 
entire library of these wallpapers, and now the quotes play on as a slideshow 
on my computer’s screen every time I turn it on. 

Initially, perhaps I had done this in silent hope that someone might see this 
slideshow and, in my solitary world, might take the slightest hint of interest 
and invite themselves in through the open doors. My mind, often without my 
consent, wishes up fantasies that eventually never come to pass and then 
spends many days sulking over them. 

But eventually, the quotes and the entire act started meaning something to 


me. Perhaps this is how we discover ourselves, or maybe secretly help 


ourselves. These quotes became my true friends. They would send me, in little 
notes, words of encouragement and advice. 

Marcus Aurelius would say, when I was hurt and sorrowful, “Don't feel 
injured and you haven't been.” 

When I was lost and distraught, Rumi would whisper, “Don't worry, the 
ocean takes care of each wave.’ 

Whenever I lost hope, Rilke would say, “Life has not forsaken you. It holds 
you in its hands and will not let you fall.” 

Fernando Pessoa, through his simple, realistic (albeit highly moving) 
opinions on life, would say to me, “To be great, be whole.’ 

And Hermann Hesse would console me as I cried, saying, “Love your 
suffering. Do not resist it, do not run from it. It is only your aversion to it that 


hurts.” 


ZZ 


All that can hurt me now, as the stagnancy perpetuates, is the longing for the 
things I have never experienced: lying under an open sky in a field of tulips, 
singing my heart out on a cold night around a bonfire, a million stars 
surrounding me, sitting in an outdoor cafe, wearing a yellow sundress, being 
awestruck in museums, the kinds with painted domes. 

But only by imagining these beautiful unrealities can I satiate my longing 
for them. I do not believe they will ever be true, even though they are simple 
and not much to ask for. To live through these moments requires me to be free 
of the illnesses that captivate my mind and body. Until I am not free of these 
anxieties and these fears, a million tulip fields may pass by me, and I will feel 
nothing for any of them, not because they are not beautiful, but because I am 


not capable of feeling. 


23 


Autumn is the season for memory. The past finally awakens from its slumber. I 
can feel it looking over my shoulder, present in everything I do. Autumn 
brings with it the haunting reminder of what has happened, and a pang of 
brewing guilt at the way I have pretended none of it has, since this whole past 
year. 

It’s reckoning time. 

I must account for my indifference towards my own self and those who 
have passed away, but I have not given them their due share of memory and 
remembrance. Perhaps another tragedy will come to pass to ground me 
further still into the reality of my being. Perhaps the effect of that, too, will be 


more distance between myself and reality, instead of closeness. 


24 


The sorrow is agonising. 

Horrific. 

The weight feels heavier and heavier with each passing moment. I can not 
lift my fingers. 

Breathing is a chore. 

How solely mine this weight is. My own personal purgatory. The violent 
beating of my heart is in stark contrast to the indifference of the world. 

I try to look at the sorrow objectively, hoping to dull the confusion, the 
pain. It’s like trying to see beyond the universe, beyond the ever-present 
darkness. The sorrow is not inside me, I am inside the sorrow. 

There is no limit to sadness. 

There is to happiness; the most your heart can be is full. 

But with sadness, your heart brims with tears, spills over, and yet they keep 
coming. The memories keep coming. 

I suppose this distinction is what makes happiness so transient and sadness 
so drenched right to the bone. 

Happiness has no memory. It is only a small blip in time. 

Sadness spans across time. Each sorrow makes the next sorrow to come 


harder to bear. The heart weakens. No happiness can strengthen it. And every 


new sorrow chips further away at the broken heart. 
How many more loved ones must I lose to finally become heartless? 
Foolishly and stupidly, I continue to love, knowing fully well that love is 


loss. 


295 


The deep silent hours of the night have become a comforting graveyard to me. 
Here I bury whatever remains of my day I still carry with me. Of the good 
days, I have little remains. Happiness is only as long as a heartbeat. It is the bad 
ones that leave me with burdens too heavy to carry, make me dig graves deeper 
than would be required to bury a whole man. 

Sand is used very accurately to represent time. Funnily enough, it is used 
to represent dreams too. Time and dreams - what do they have in common? 
There is no time in dreams. 

Regardless, I can not dream of today. It may have been a dream once, but 
now it is only today. Only now. How mundane and ugly. I must now create 
new dreams. Dreams of a kaleidoscopic tomorrow. Colourful, beautiful. The 
high of today’s happiness has cascaded into nothingness already. It is buried 
and long gone. Tomorrow, on the other hand, will bring me joy, if only as long 


as a heartbeat. 


26 


The urge to return home is so strong. But home must become inaccessible to 
you for some time. This is an essential part of your growing up. 

But why? 

Why should you not have a place where you can be a child again? Why 
must you deprive this part of yourself? 

For once in my life, I would like to experience magic, unreality, a miracle. 
The mundane is a slow poison. But this is all there is. You can not have 
knowledge and bliss together. If you know, you must suffer, and you must 
extinguish any hopes of a safe place or person. You must burn your home. You 
must reject the notion of safety. Only then will you heed your true calling, only 
then will you write. And then the true magic will come to you from within, not 


from without, where you so foolishly and desperately seek it. 


Z/ 


It’s easy to love in bigger ways. 

I would die for you, I would take someone’s life for you. But it’s the little, 
everyday things that become unbearable. 

I would burn whoever hurt you, but I can’t for the life of me listen to you 


talk about your day, or ask you how you are. 


28 


Returning to old things is always so pleasant. To a language I once spoke, to a 
person I once was. 

This is not true. I have never really understood what nostalgia is. I have 
always been careful to never feel too strongly about anything, and to always 
rationalise and intellectualise every situation, person, and moment. I am either 
in a constant state of flux or just blissfully unaware of who I am. I have 
compassion for who I once was, but no desire to be her again. I covet her 
ignorance, yes, and her simpler problems. But the problems are simple now 
too. 

Essentially, I am the same as I always was. I make mountains out of 
molehills, still. I still have to push myself to do anything at all. Nothing brings 


me joy, everything is routine. 
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Today feels like a strange dream. A loud, bright, fever dream. As if something 
sinister is lingering behind the sounds of people laughing, birds chirping, and 
the cars zooming away. The air is thick and my breathing is slow, irregular, as 
if it does not want to continue to sustain me. 

I don't know where I am. I don’t know who these people are. I know, but 
not truly. I am aware, but the knowledge is superficial. The experience of 
knowing this is superficial too, like a math equation I can solve but do not 
understand the reason or logic behind. 

But this is real life! 

This is the reality that I as a human being am supposed to be living and 
basking in. 

But it’s so robotic and...strange. I don’t understand it. 

This conversation is real but the people speaking are hazy - my eyes hover 
over the person speaking to me, trying to see them but not being able to. 

Am I the ghost, or are all of these people ghosts? 

Suddenly there is a realisation. A realisation that strikes me like lightning, 
turns me cold to the bone. 

Is this how I will forever live? 

Forever unfeeling, absent, gone? 


What sin is this atonement for!? 


What vile sin from my past life led to this absolute horror of a 
punishment!? 
To see life flowing, blossoming, blooming, and to be able to partake in 


none of it!? 
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Home, while comforting and familiar, is simultaneously a prison. Every 
morning I wake up to find that the space around me has gotten more 
suffocating. The dull furniture stares blankly at me, mocking my inability to 
move ahead and forward. 

My inability to move on. 

My inability to grow up and out of these confining doors. 

My inability to unwrap myself from this sick fantasy that one day, I will be 
able to return to my childhood. 

The old days have passed and gone, but I cling to their fainting, 
intoxicating scent, begging it to stay close to me and save me from this life that 
pulls me violently towards itself. Every day I grow sicker and sicker. Every 
moment, a part of me loses the will to go on. But life demands to be lived. The 
glaring morning sun demands attendance. Hell is this world. Heaven are the 
days that can’t return. 

My heart is tired and my soul resistant. I grow twisting, vine-like lies 
around myself and clothe myself in them. 

If I pretend the Truth doesn't exist, will it cease to? 

I grow foreign to myself each day. I cannot converse with my own self, 
can't share my own sorrow with my own self. Who else is there but me? 


Why can | never be the mountain? 


Why must I always be the wind? 

Why must I always be homeless, invisible, but never strong and wilful? 
Why must my heart always quiver, indecisive, terrified? 

When will my outer reality cease to mimic the sickness inside of me? 
When will the days of misfortune end? 

Will they ever? 


Do I want them to? 
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My heart is an ambulance. 

Forever in transit. 

I departed from the home of my childhood once and have not arrived yet 
where | am destined to be. 

I do not believe I ever will. 

I believe I will pass away along the way. 

Inside my ambulance heart is immense sorrow, tremendous sorrow; the 
weight of a thousand souls that have passed along to their heavens and hells on 
these very seats, where the sweet stench of their loved ones’ desperation and 
hopes still lingers, abandoned, homeless. 

Inside my ambulance of a heart is... don’t think they have a word for this 
feeling yet. I believe it is hope, but instead of an emotion, this Hope is a little 
child, terrified that something terrible is going to happen to him, shivering on 
this old rattling ambulance seat, the cold winds from broken windows seeping 
through his fragile bones. He lives still...how strange. 

The powerlessness | feel is also similar to what this child does. Who am I 
in the face of destinies and fates and gods and angels? They do as they please. 
We only watch. And my ambulance heart, too, is at their mercy. 

Another feeling. I catch only a glance of it - it is a naked dandelion, with 


dried-up leaves and petals, carried by the wind from a mountain far beyond, 


laden with the deep sorrow of a child who did not know what plucking it 
would do. 

What emotion is this? 

An emotion that my ambulance heart feels when it passes along a silent 
road at the dead of the night, accompanied only by a single thought - that this 
purgatory, this wandering aloneness is my only abode for the rest of my 
journey. 

I know three languages, yet I can not name this emotion. 

Iam sorry, my ambulance heart, that while you wail and cry for help, I am 
of no use to you. 

I can only think. 

I can not feel. 

I can only write. 

I can not feel. 

My poor, shattered ambulance heart, I am only your indifferent, aloof 
chauffeur. 

The journey is long and you will be broken beyond repair, until you can 


carry on no longer. And all I will ever be able to do for you, is think of you. 


EPILOGUE 


I think I am growing closer to understanding what I want from life. 

I want this life to be wrapped neatly in a daydream, a fairy-tale. I want to 
live inside a snow globe. And I want all my humanness to be wrenched out of 
me like a leech from skin. I want to think no longer, exist no longer inside this 
mind. I can only exist in a dream. 

A fantastical comatose. I can create my own world, and I can be 
everything, and have everything I have always wanted. The dark depths of this 
world are nauseating to me. My ideal world would be superficial. That is the 
only way we can be happy. No hidden motives, no thorns in roses, no pests in 
flower fields, and no heartbreak, no harsh words. Only love and beauty. 

A re-orientation is required, I tell myself over and over again: “Grow up. 
Make better goals. Act like an adult. Take the world on and deal with it.” But I 
relapse, like a sick drug addict. 

The fantasy has intoxicated me, and I never want to wake up from it. 


I despise it and myself. 


